before. I had brought a new song with me when
I came back to the big Southampton area, "All's Well,
Mademoiselle." It was written for me on D-Day by Michael
Carr and Tommy Connor. I had thousands of copies
printed, and as I sang it I handed out the autographed
copies to the boys and got them to sing it with me:

'All's well, mademoiselle*
We're on our way to dear old gay Paree.
All's well, mademoiselle,
We've started off for Normandy.
It won't be long till victory.
Hearts will sing that happy day,
France will ring with the "Alarseillaise"
Alls well, mademoiselle.
Soon you will dance again,
Love and romance again,
Vive la France again,
Mademoiselle.

My diary gives the story of my experience in London
when the robots began to rain down on the city:

. . . Sunday night. I am in bed at the Savoy. 10 p.m. Alert
just gone. Wonder if it's Hitler's dirty flying bugs again? The
window in my bedroom is broken from the blast concussion.
But part of Cherbourg is ours tonight; so who cares? . . .
i a.m. Three of the bloody things have just fallen outside.
You hear the beastly droning; then it stops; then it explodes.
The whole hotel shudders and my curtains blow into the room
from the blast. ... 1.50 a.m. One more has just blazed over
and dropped with a terrific bang near by. The Strand seems to

*Reprinted by permission of the copyright owners, Peter Maurice
Music Co,, Ltd., and Peter Maurice, Inc.
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